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whereas the soaker is an utter stranger to wit and mirth, and no friend to either.
His business is serious, and he applies himself seriously to it; he steadily pursues the numbing, stupifying, and petrifying, not the animating and exhilarating, qualities of the wine. Gallons of the Nepenthe would be lost upon him. The more he drinks, the duller he grows; his politics become more obscure, and his narratives more tedious and less intelligible ; till at last maudlin, he employs what little articulation he has left, in relating his doleful tale to an insensible audience. I fear my countrymen have been too long noted for this manner of drinking, since a very old and eminent French historian,* speaking of the English, who were then in possession of Aquitain, the promised land of Claret, says, ils se saoulerent grandement et se divertirent moult tristement cL la mode de leur pa/is.
A very skilful surgeon of my acquaintance assured me, that, having opened the body of a SOAXER, who died of an apoplexy, he had found all the finer tubes and vessels plugged up with the tartar of the wine he had swallowed, so as to render the circulation of the blood absolutely impossible, and the folds of the stomach so stiffened with it, that it could not perform its functions. He compared the body of the deceased to a Siphon, so choked up with the tartar and dregs of the wine that had run through it, as to be impervious. I adopted this image, which seemed to me a just one, and I shall for the future typify the SOAKEK by the Siphon, suction being equally the business of both.
* Froiasart